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DRAM  AT  IS  PERSOUf  JE, 


Beauty,  -  Madame  Vestris 

The  Beast,  alias  Prince  Azor,  Mr.  Rafter 

Sir  Aldgate  Pump,  |  Tl™f£s  \  Mr.  Frank  Matthews 

John  Quill,  -  -  -  Mr.  Harley 

Mr.  Kerridge 

Miss  Martindale 
Miss  Julia  Glover 

Miss  Kenavortthy 
Zephyr,  -  -  -  -  Miss  Clair 


Cad, 


Dressallinda,  )  „  ,  ,  r 

Marrygolda,  J  beauty  s  Sisters,  | 

Queen  of  Roses,  - 


Members  of  the  Parliament  of  Roses . 
Zephyrs,  (in  waiting ),  fye. 


BEAUTY  AO  THE  BEAST. 


ACTL— SCENE  FIRST.  , 

A  Bower  of  Boses  not  by  Bendemecr's 
“  ""  "  Sfreaiii. 

Enter  a  Troop  of  Zephyrs  to  the  “  Gavotte  <lc  V estnsZ 

'ephijr.  FfOvTST this Twhat  sfiTT  TBtPFp  ifiy  ^ 

'  Come  ope  your  eyes  and  blow  your  little  n< 

Not  a  leaf  stirring  yet — why,  gracious  powers 
Are  yDu  aware  the  time  of  day,  my  flowers? 
Have  you  forgotten  that  your  Queen  propose 
This  day  to  ope  the  Parliament  of  1  ' 

CHORUS  QE  ILOS^S. 

Ditto  of  Bridesmaids  — “  Per  FreischutzG  /S % 


Queen 


Sweet  Zephyr,  don’t  make  such  a  breeze, 

We’re  rather  late  this  morning, 

But  don’t  be  angry,  if  you  please, 

We  shan’t  take  long  adorning; 

Sleep,  you  know,  will  sometimes  thus  enthral  us, 
You  should  earlier  call  us. 

[Music. —  The  Queen  of  the  Roses  appear^ 

Behold  your  Sovereign  !  Silence,  all  and  each, 
To  hear  Her  Majesty’s  most  flow’ry  speech. 

My  Buds  and  Blossoms,  I  rejoice  to  say, 

That  I  continue  to  receive  each  day 
Assurances  from  all  the  foreign  flowers  > 

If  their  goodwill  towards  these  happy  bowers — 
have  concluded,  onuhe  best  foundations, 
treaty  withVhe  KinV  of  the  Carnations, 

ere  long  to  lay  the  ieaves-lfefofe-ytn 

m^orry  to  bore* 


but,  foi 


we 


you 

four  digestion 

rstrrr 


And,  on  my  faithful  Roses  I  depencb 
Try  bring  the  matto  to  a  h^py-end. 

The  facts  are  thesew  youth  of  royal  race, 
Of  noble  mind  andflnatchless  shape  and  face, 
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Has  been  transformed  by  a  malicious  fairy 
Into  an  ugly  monster,  huge  and  hairy; 

And  must  remain  a  downright  beast  outside, 

’Till  some  fair  maid  consents  to  be  his  bride. 

I\Iy  Buds  and  Blossoms, you  will  take  tha’tmeasure, 
Of  course,  which  best  may  work  your  Sovereign’s 
pleasure — 

Which  is,  that  through  a  Rose’s  mediation 
The  Prince  may  be  restored  to  form  and  station. 
Ere  nightfall,  I  expect  you’ll  break  the  spell, 
And  so,  my  Buds  and  Blossoms,  fare  ye  well. 

/2  C "  CHORUS — u  Coal  Black  Baser  ' 

s  '  Queen  of  Roses,  we’ll  take  care 

To  lay  before  this  honorable  House  the  affair; 

If  we  can  get  two  acts  pa>*s’d,  without  its  being  nettled, 
dhe  Beast  will  be  re-formedy  and  the  Easter  question  set¬ 
tled  ; 


No  rose,  here  that  blows, 

Will  vote  against  a  measure,  ma’am  that  you  propose.  A. 

.  [The  Scene  closes  .  ^  ^ 

SCENE  SECOND! 

Interior  of  “  Pump’s  Folly.”  J 

Enter  Marrygolda  and  Dressalinda.  *  7  * 


Marry. 

Dressal. 

Marry. 

Dressal. 

Marry. 


Oh,  sister!  sister  !  times  have  altered  sadly, 
lo  think  we  should  live  poorly _ 

,T.  .  .  And  dress  badly  ! 

We  whu  lianttmnrpT*!^  in  fa,T  oMj|q4nln> 

k./h 

The  daughters  of  Nkyor 

Uoaden  <mce —  J 


Marry. 


Bressal.  ^  ^  ^  ,  A*]  n*s*s  tkongk.pact,  th»cttiir, 

A-b  night  and  Alderman,  who  might  again 
Wear  o  er  the  velvet  gown  the  golden  chain. 

Had  not  malicious  Fortune,  at  one  blow, 

Ruined  the  famous  firm  of  Pump  and  Co. 

nn4h,o  jad^  !  corrld  jIil  »oite-ebe  hq,»c  ftPdtm 

Fa-hom,  ll  trn.r,  Tl - 1-.  -»|,  p  ,  j  „  ,  ,  y  , 

Sad  change  from  merriment  to  melancholy  ^ 
^-■iortHy  Mansion  House  to  poor  *(  Pump’s 

Dressal  It  makes  me  mad  to  hear  our  sister  Beautv 
Say  we  should  be  content,  and  prate  of  duty, 
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And  resignation,  and  that  sort  of  stuff —  '  V 

She  thinks  a  gown  is  fine  enough. 

Marry.  And  so  it  is  foi  her — to  scrub  the  floor  in, 

To  cook  the  dinner,  or  to  ope  the  door  in. 

That’s  all  she’s  fit  for — with  her  wax-doll’s  face, 

What  matters  what  she  thinks  in  any  easel 
We  are  her  elders,  and  her  betters  too, 

And  need  more  ornament — than  she  can  do.  * 

Dressed.  Here  comes  papa — and  in  a  mighty  hurry  ! 

Enter  Sir  Aldgate  Pump  hastily ,  in  great  agitation ,  with 
an  open  letter  in  his  hand. 

Sir  Id.  Oh,  Gog  and  Magog!  X'jr/P  Ji*  L  ' 

Marry .  Bless  nreTWfTat  a  flurry 

You  seem  in.  sir — is  anything  amiss? 

Or  have  you  heard  good  news  ? 

Sir  Aid.  Girls,  come  and  kiss 

Your  happy  father.  Pumps  are  up!  Behold 
This  precious  letter!  List,  whilst  I  unfold 
The  glorious  tiding> — Fortune,  in  her  sport, 

Has  bi ought  ihe  good  ship  “  Polly”  into  port. 

Dressal.  The  bark  you  thought  was  lost  on  some  vile  rock. 

Sir  Aid.  Is  safe  in  Plymouth  Sound. 

Marry.  -  You’re  sure,  sir  ? 

Sir  Aid.  Cock  ! 

Dressal.  Why  she  was  thought  the  richest  of  your  fleet. 

Sir  Aid.  Her  cargo’s  worth  would  buy  all  Lombard-street! 

Marry.  Then  we  again  in  gilded  coach  shall  ride.  .. 

Dressal.  And  wear  the  finest  clothes  in  all  Cheapside.  ''sL 

Sir  Aid.  Again,  a  roaiirig  trade  on  ’Change  I’ll  drive  !'  ' 

But  I  tr  ust  hence  with  speed,  so  look  alive — 

Where  is  my  youngest  hope,  my  Beauty  fair? 

Marry.  I’m  sure,  pa,  I  don’t  know.  Vj si  '  ^ 

Dressal.  And  I  dcmTcare  ! 

^[Beauty  sings  without^*.  * 
“  Gondolier,  row,  Tow?r 


Sir  Aid.  Hark  !  that’s  her  voice!  as  any  bell  ’tis  clear. 
Marry.  I’m  sick  ot  that  eternal  “-Gondolier.”  , 
Enter  Beauty  singing. 

-5  © 

A  III— Beauty. 

“  Gondolier  Row." 

Gondolier,  row,  row, 

Gondolier,  row,  row; 

’Tis  a  pretty  air, 

1  do  declare. 
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Beauty. 

Sir  Aid. 

% 

Beauty. 
Sir  Aid. 
Beauty. 
Sir  Aid. 

Beauty. 

Sir  Aid. 


John  Q. 
Sir  Aid . 
John  Q. 


But  it  haunts  a  body  so. 

Gondolier,  row,  row, 

Gondolier,  row,  row; 

At  work  or  play, 

By  night  or  day, 

I  sing  it  where’er  I  go. 

Good  morning,  sir. 

u  n  n  .  ,,  Rejoice,  my  child,  for  know, 
The  “  Polly's”  safe  in  port.  ~ 

„  , ,  You  don’t  say  so  ! 

Head  !— you  can  read  ? 

.  print  aDd  written  hand. 

Accomplished  creature  ! — and,  can  understand  * 
What  you  do  read  ? 

_  Affirm  that  quite  I  wouldn’t — 
because,  at  times, se’en  those  who  write  it  couldn’t 
W here  s  my  ex-clerk&faitnlul  drudge,  JohnQuill 

FnterJ ohn  Quill  £ 


Sir  Aid. 


John  Q. 
Sir  Aid. 

Beauty. 
Sir  Aid 

Dressal. 
Sir  Aid. 
Dressal. 

Sir  Aid. 
Marry. 


Sir  Aid. 


Here,  master.  I  am  your  remainder  still. 

Run  to  the  ft  Goat  in  Boots. ’’ 

a  i  Yes,  master— Dot 

And  carry  one —  rn  • 

q.  _  i  ,  L Doing , 

n  i  _  ~  v,  •  ,P  ‘  y°u  ve  not  heard  for  what. 

Must  tkverwi,hn^e™r~and  mind’  John>  *°u 

Rot  your  arithmetic>Dand'"t1rCyouyr  ‘suimpsi^'  ^ 
Ih.s  is  a  glorious  day,  girl,  for  the  Pumps  » 

Where  go  you,  father  ?  1  * 

rp  ,  ,  ,  Yo  the  ship  my  dear 

To  land  her  cargo,  and  the  customs  dear. 
i01; 11  bring  some  present  home,  I  hope  for 
With  all  my  heart,  my  love— what  shall ’it  be  ? 

Oh,  any  trifle  that  falls  in  your  way— 

A  100  guinea  shawl  suppose  we  say.  /p 
A  hundred-hum  ph-but  then  your  sisTers  to£ 

Oh  sir,  I  wouldn’t  think  of  asking  you  ’  ° 

To  buy  a  shawl  f  me  _that  wer|  >o  rash_ 

1  11  take  a  hundred  guineas,  sir,  in  cash. 

Considerate  child  !  But  first,  love,  I  must  net  ’em 
In  the  meanwhile,  I’ll  wish  that  you  may  get  ’em 
to  what  says  Beauty  ?  is  my  pet  so  happy  "  '  * 
ihat  she  s  no  boon  to  ask  of  her  own  Pappy  ? 


4. 

$Vs(ljUwh  dbJko 
Q  WlAM. 


7 


You’ve  heard  the  choice  of  your  two  sisters  here, 
One’s  for  mere  cash,  the  other  for  Cashmere. 

„  .  r  my  dUCk  «  T  suppose 

Beauty.  ^c\u  me  ptoud.  { Aloud.]  Well, bang  me 

sir,  a  rose. 

Beaul*?'  A  r°Se!Yes— in  our  Utile  garden  here, 

U  y~  There  is  not  one  at  tins  time  of  the  year. 

And  I’m  so  fond  of  roses. 

Dressed .)  Well,  if  ever  1 

stTld.  Only  a  flower  !-Nonsense  child-endeavour 
To  think  of  something  els*  ^ 

BSmty'  Enough  to  prove  that  you  have  thought  of  me 
When  far  away. 

Dressal.  \  Sweet  sentimental  soul ! 

Ms7aU.  I’ll  bring  one  though  I  scratch  from  pole  to  pole 
To  find  it. 


A 


Re-enter  John  Quill. 

r  ,  n  c;r  thev’ve  brought  over  the  shay. 

jfrAUL  Brought  over!  brought  it  to  the  door  you'd  say- 

Sir^dld  ^  Are  all  things  well  packed  behind  ? 

John  Q.  I’ve  added  up,  sii,  all  that  I  can  find,. 

And  here  is  the  grand  total. 

c.  v,  i  A  small  stock,  it 

Wont  take  much  room  up-put  it  in  your  pocket, 
And  now,  farewell,  my  darlings  !  Behave  pretty, 
I’ll  come  back  and  astonish  all  the  city  . 

QUINTETTE.  \ 

Sib  Jobs  Aldgate,  John  Quill,  Beauty,  Dressalinda 

and  Marrygolda. 

«  Ths  Fox  jumped  oner''1 

Tohn  O.  I’ve  just  look’d  over  the  garden  gate, 

*  And  sorry  am  to  observe  it  snows, 

e;r  Ald  o  ho !  does  it  so,  John  ?  I’ll  wrap  up  my  pate  j 

*  One  last  remembrance  and  away  we  goes. 
Beauty.  Wrap,  Father,  wrap  this '  round  your  cnest, 

J  The  day’s  caught  cold  I  do  protest 
•  For,  ah  !  you  hear,  it  blows,  it  snows  ; 

Sir  Aid.  One  last  embrace  and  away  we  goes. 
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John  Q. 
JILL 


K 


Dressal.  Beaux  will  swarm — 

ifn  Q-  _  ,  ,  Multiplication 

Marry.  Cash  be  plenty — 

S^'eet  addition — 

Now  without  more  com  ersaflbh. 

Here  at  once  we  part. — 

r_  0  Division,.  /P 

[Exeunt  .in  A  locate,  Johm  Quillw  Dbessa- 
lik^daT  a nd  IVTarhygoldaT'-  ^ 

More  snow  !  lie’ll  have  shafj^SLrTtl 
no  doubt  ;  r  ’ 

But  Pa  was  always  fond  of  “  cold  without.” 

S<  >NG  —  Beauty. 

Air.— “S usannah  don't  you  cry." 

I  had  a  dream  the  other  night, 

When  everything  was  still 
I  dieam’t  I  saw  my  father,  ’ 

Half  seas  oxer  with  John'Quill. 

Hie  cold  within  was  nearly  out 
A  drop  was  in  his  eye  ; 

^  He  says  to  bolt  1  am  about,  / 

bo  beauty  don’t  you  cry. 

Oh,  my  Beauty,  don’t  you  cry  for  me, 

I  m  going  to  California  to  dig  gold  upon  my  knee. 

And  when  I  to  the  dioojr,es 

tt  ^  •!  U*)  a"  l^e  Sr°und, 

Ontil  I  find  a  lump  of  gold 

That  weighs  ten  thousand  pound. 

Then  in  the  good  ship  Polly  home 
I  II  bring  it  piesentlv, 

Then  we’ll  all  again  be' jolly, 

So  Beauty  don’t  you  cry  ’ 

B-u.y,  &c.  '  [a*B  -t 

SCENE  THIRD.  - -  ^ 

’  ’A*'  r®rest,-Snoiv  Storm. 

\y  fife  X  {Crash  without) 

'VSV  ^  [Tohn  Quid'!110'' I~COnf"Sion!—helP|—,1“Iloh 
John  Q-  llere’  mas,er !  „  leering  ,„M  SlR  Aldgate 

**  MsaSSiSgb  .  ‘ 

*  .  .  X 


v3£ 


i/&^Ci4s<yC 


6  *  c4**t 

73*M 

oMinwiA 


i r^cdlAA  ^MyVu ^^OAA i 
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Sir  Aid.  “  Go  once”  indeed— a  very  pretty  go- 

And  fancy  too,  a  heavy  fall  in  snow  .  ^  _ 

Al.iIim  . mUl . .  mirr^yb 


oir  slid,  John— we  are  in  a  preity  situation 
Tnhn  O  I’m  out  completely  in  my  calculation. 

Sir  Aid.  Fate  seems  determined,  John, to  use  me  queer  y, 

The  chaise  is  broken  all  to  shivers  nearly. 

John  Q.  I  shouldn't  mind  the  shivering  of  the  shay 

If  we  could  keep  from  shivering  here  all  day. 

Sir  Aid.  Is  there  no  friendly  power  to  shield  or  spare 

A  Knight  and  Alderman  who  s  been  Lord  Mayor. 
Protecting  genius  to  my  rescue  fly*  -  , 

Tnhr)  O  Law! — you’ve  no  more  a  Genius,  sir,  than  1.  P  a 
Sir  Aid.  The  deuce  I  haven’t!  See,  my  prayer  is  heard 
T'TK  “so7!7£  ETnd  spirit,  never  mind  the  word  ; 

I  The  sky  is  clearing,,  it  has  left  off  snowing  ^ 

— Li  The  wood  is  “  all  a  growing,  all^-blow’™  • 

1  And  yonder  I  bltffSTcr^aSt 
^Such  as  I’ve  built  too  often  in  the  air. 

John  Q.  Oh,  Bonnycastle  !  Sir,  I  ask  your  pardon, 

Your  genius  has  cast  up  a  lovely  garden, 

With  beds  of  roses,  and  with  bowers  of  myrtle, 

Where  the  fond  turtle —  ...... 

Oh,  don  t  mention  turtle  ! 

^  *  *  Pm  famish’d,  and  would  give,  I  toow  not  wh 

For  a  good  quart  from  Birch’s,  smoking  hot. 

*21  .7*  ^  r  1  n basm^soupjfnjL 


/tint 


'Amazement !  at  my  wish,  a  basin  see  ! 

John  Q.  Oh,  master,  wish  again,  a  pint  for  me 

smaller  basin  appears  on  the  table. 

Sir  Aid .  ’Tis  there  !  ~ 

John  Q.  Now  was’t  because  I  wished,  or  you. 

Perhaps  I’ve  got  a  little  genius,  top; 

jqi  try — a  nice  Breech  roll,  sir,  if  you  please  ; 

J  iSfiA  basket  with  bread  rises. 

Mow  that  I  call  getting  one’s  bread  with  ease, 
And  that’s  what  geniuses  dordt  often  do.^ 

Sir  Aid.  This  is  the  best  bred  one  I  ever  knew. 

Delicious  soup! 

John  Q.  Isay  S00fi  master  rn,tl?» 

Suppose  we  both  wish  for  a  little  wine* 


Ya 


n4/A 
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Sir  Aid.  Wifh  all  my  heart. 

i:0hnB'i  e  ,  What  shall  it  he.  Champagne/ 

sir  JRd.  Mop  !  Punch  with  turtle— Punch  a  la  Romaine. 

T!«u)unch  rises— they  drink. 
Perfect!  3 

John  Q  1  should  say  quite.  Som^noreT-o 
Str  Ala.  A  slice  of  venso^mg^^would  be  a  treat. 

[The  soup  is  by  a  silver  dish,  with  f 

lamp  wnJu^tpand  filled  with  hashed  venisonL 
\  r  i  n  Tf  better^sh .ne’er  smoked  upon  a  table.  7 

0/572  Q.  If  thj^feie  told  they’d  count  it  a  mere  fable.  / 

Vokn  Q.  K2”i"doTy 

[A  decanter  ,  Sir  Aldgate  drinks. 

e-  A7j  r c  ■■  is  it  superior? 

Mr  Aid.  {Setting  down  his  glass  ]  Ve*y.  [Rises. 

t  i  r\  ^  the  better  for  my  lunch. 

J.0hnM-  %  head  is  ''one  the  better  for  that  punch. 
wpan*.-~4*me,  let  u>  try  if  we  can  .find  our  way. 

SoJm  Q-  Dy'e  think,  sir,  there’s  anything  to  pay? 

r  /  A r\  ™  know’  bul  1  won’1  w^sl‘  for  the  bill!  / 

^o,  don  t  ;  the  gentleman  might  take  it  ill. 

VV  hich  is  the  w  .y  0u-,  I  can’t  tell,  can  you  * 

cv-  An  T  y  eyeS  are  ,T)u,'ipiyt"g  all  by  two. 

Sir  Aid.  I  say,  John,  Beauty  a»ked  me  tor  a  rose  ; 

I’ll  take  her  one  of  these 

John  Q  ’  Yes  do 

Sir  Aid  es,  ao. 

Here  goes 

DUET — £ir  Aldgat* 


“/  know  a 
see  a  bank /  whereon  a  li 


It  can’t  be  \jiong  to  piue 


rhen  ’tis  l 
So  fond  of 
[Sir 


Beauty  se 
wets,  she5 
l  ik;  ate  gal\ 


ning,  Src. 


John  Qvuill 


fne  blows, 

[I  suppose3 
we  get  hor  . 

[nee,  sir,  witli  dc 
;  a  rose ^  'r,***~ 

Enter  The  Beast  with  an  enormous 

AIR— B fast.— “  Garde  a  vons."  t/lt***®** 

And  Chorus  {behind  the  scenes.) 

Tremble  you,  tremble  you, 

Who  dare  to  pluck  my  roses 

I’ll  tear  ye  jin.b  fron.  limb,  and  with  your  bones  the  church- 
Tremble  you  !  tremble  you ! 


(I  ? 


(JWajJ'/V'' 


f 


* 


✓ 
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On  turtle  soup  and  punch,  rogues, 

You’ve  made  aheaity  lunch,  rogues, 

Now  I  will  lunch  on  you,  lunch  on  you,  lunch  on  you. 
Chorus.  On  turtle  sot  p,  &c. 

Beast  U  -his  your  gratitude  for  lunchl"?  ?  f 

Trespass  on  my  preserves  !  Ohe  jam  satis  . 

But  I  will  have  your  bones  ground  into  dust, 

And  make  a  pm  of  you  with  your  own  crust. 
Mercy,  great  King  of  Clubs!  one  moment  pause. 
Well,  take  a  rule,  then,  rascals,  to  show  cause 
Why  I  should  not  beat  with  this  oaken  plant, 

The  brains  of  both  out 

Brains  from  one  you  can  t. 

JOUrt  1  1  P 

Sir  Aid.  Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  poor  old  t  ump. 

Whose  trembling  knees  against  each  other  thump, 
rnd  W-  eftiT" 

explains  what  now  seems  father  queei. 

All! — Sib  Aldgate. 

“  Under  the  rose.” 

•rtkerthiy; 


Sir  Aid. 
Beast. 


John  Q. 


K 


1  Vhat  harm  haN 
;  )on’t  make,  if  y 


HUTyior  amme  hjvc  m*',  ^ 

done,  sir  rose  you  can’t 

;ase,  sir,  s>fcs£ce  a  grimace, 
iju  u  ii  i  ii  >i  ii  u.v,  „„Tne  t  If  mg,  hath  y  ou-  br^n  in  my. 

I’m  a  family  man,  sir,  fair  daughters  I  ve  three,  . 
There’s  one  they  call  Beauty,  because  she  s  like  , 

Her  pleading  resistless,  what  heart  could  oppose ; 

«  Papa,”  said  the  pretty  girl,  “  bring  me  a  rose.  _ 

Beast.  I  don’t  believe  a  word  of  this  affair. 

Sir  Aid.  -As  I’m  an  Alderman,  and  have  been  Mayor, 

You  may  depend  on  the  account  I  give. 

John  Q.  As  I’m  a  Liveryman,  who  hopes  to  live, 

If  you  examine  his  account  you  11  hnd  it 
Correct. 

Your  promise,  then,  and  oath  to  bind  it, 

That  you  will  bring  that  daughter  here  to  die 
Instead  of  you— 

To  die!  Oh,  my! 

Oh,  cry  ! 

Come,  make  your  mind  up  quickly,  yqu  or  she. 
Decide !  Its  immaterial  quite  to  me. 

Sir  Aid.  My  lord  !—  . 

BeasL  I’m  not  a  lord,  sir,  I  m  a  beast. 

Sir  Aid ,  You  wouldn’t  have  us  call  you  one  at  least  ? 
Beast.  I  would  ;  I  like  the  tiuth ;  I’m  a  plain  creature 
John  Q.  The  plainest  that  I  ever  saw  in  feature. 


Beast. 


Sir  Aid. 
John  Q. 
Beast. 


Beast.  Is  it  a  bargain  ?  Speak,  I  wait  to  strike  it. 

Sir  Aid.  I’ll  go  and  ask  my  daughter  if  she’d  like  it. 

Beast.  Of  course  man,  that’s  exacdy  what  I  meant ; 

I  wouldn’t  eat  her  without  her  consent. 

Sir  Aid.  If  I  object,  then,  sir,  you  won’t  eat  me? 

Beast.  Oh  !  that’s  another  matter  quite,  you  see  ; 

Come,  swear  you  will  return  in  either  case. 

Sir  Aid .  I  do, 

Beast  By  what  ? 

Sir  Aid.  The  City  sword  and  mace ! 

Beast.  ’Tis  well,  away  !  I  shall  expect  you  back 
In  half-an-hour — 

Sir  Aid.  In  half-an-hour?  Good  lack  ! 

r  tfim  far-  aw- we  trom  homeA"  - — “  - — 

Bi  ist.  Four  leagues  and  more, 

But  here’s  an  omnibus  goes  past  your  door, 

And  only  stops  to  take  up  and  set  down. 

[A  car ,  on  which  is  written  *‘  Time  Flies.  No 
Stoppages with  a  Zephyr  for  a  driver ,  and 
another  for  a  cad ,  appears  at  the  hack  of  the  !' 
stage.  y 

Now,  sir,  Bank  !  City!  Bank!  Going  up  toTown?  1 
lek  [Getting  in  followed  by  John  Q.]  Pump’s  Folly.  ,, 
Brixton. 

t.  With  the  speed  of  light;  [To  Cad.]  j 

In  half-an-hour  ?  (To  Bump)  / 

Aid.  Certainly !  j 

All  right 

[ They  Jlv  off.jyExit  Beast. 


a 
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j\  SCENE  FOURTH. 

•Aterior  of  Cottage.  (As  before.; 

Enter  Dressalinda,  Marrygolda  and  Beauty. 

}  AIR — Marrygolda. 

“ 'Tis  really  very  strange .” 

’Tis  really  very  strange, 

But  people  say,  on  ’Change, 

That  some  ill-natured  folks 
Have  dared  Papa  to  hoax, 

And  that  in  Plymouth  sound 
v  *  No  Polly’a  to  be  found. 

’Tis  really  very  strange 

But  that’s  the  news  on  ’Change, 

They  also  say,  on  ’Change, 

What’s  even  still  more  strange, 


& 


« 


•  * 


J 

V 


'hu  <yk. 
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Dress. 

Marry. 

Beauty. 

Dress. 


Marry. 

Dress. 


Marry. 


Dress. 

Beauty. 

Marry. 

Dress. 


That  Beauty's  above  par ; 

And  we  at  discount  are ; 

Nlpw,  if  tli is  should  be  true, 

On?  dear,  wjiat  shall  we  do; 

’Tjis  really  vdry  strange,  j 

But  tt,t  news  on  ’Change. 

Hark!  there’s  the  gate  bell  !  why,  who  can  it  be? 
Beauty  !  how  now  ?  why  don’t  you  run  and  see? 

Pm  going,  sister.  [Exit  Beauty.  4.  . 

Going! — stir,  then,  stir  1  —  -LC‘ 

She  really  wants  a  n.aid  to  wait  on  her. 

What  has  she  done  to-day  ? 

ller  work — no  more. 


The  lazy  hussey ! 

Re-enter  Beauty. 


Alt 


-  > 


Well,  who’s  at  the  drsm 
My  father ! — in  his  habit  as  he  started 
Can  it  be  possible? 

The  dear  departed 

Enter  Sir  Al do  ate  and  John  Quill.  4.  - 


^7 K& 


Marry  Returned  so  soon  ! 

John  Q.  Returned,  like  a  bad  penny. 

Dress.  You’ve  got  my  shawl  ?  ^ 

Sir  Aid.  %  No — for  I’ve  not  seen  any. 

Marry.  The  money,  sir,  for  me,  at  least,  you  brought — 

Sir  Aid.  I’ve  seen  no  money — 

John  Q.  "  Dot  and  carry  nought. 

Dress.  No  shawl ! 

Marry.  No  money  what  a  horrid  bore. 

Sir  Aid.  I’ve  bousht  a  rose  for  Beauty — nothing  more. 

Beauty.  On,  thanks  !  I  hope  it  hasuiot  cost  you  dear — 

Sir  Aid.  Only  my  life,  my  love. 

Beauty.  What’s  this  I  hear  ? 

Sir  Aid.  “Forlorn,  deseited.  melancholy,  slow," 

(For  we’d  been  overturned,  love,  in  the  snow) 

We  wandered — like  two  large  Bribes  in  the  Wood, 
Fxcept  that  no  Cock  Robins  brought  us  Food — 
When,  lora  splendid  mansion  rose  to  sight, 

Which,  Hk  vf-Rflhirs  ^,|i|ri  irTP 

Ar-tnif  de*t<  iptiuiruf™  MramPi  mu.  etwnawgy 
Perennial  bowers  that  mocked  4i*r  poeis*  cUoanra* 
it i I  that  u’l  rtbot  groat  m  njn  iao 
SuUm-ued  pabliu  eonipenMim  ?  . 

•  /v'h+'U  •  b/t*-  ^ 


\ 
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John  Q. 

Beauty. 


it 


V 


Nor  was  the  eye  alone  allowed  to  feed, 

Turtle  and  punch  were  furnished  us  with  speed. 
lMothing  to  pay— Turtle  without  a  bill, 

And  Punch  that  made  a  Judy  of  John  Quill. 
John,  tei  1  the  rest,  for  out  I  cannot  brin*  it. 

I  haven’t  heart  to  say  it,  sir.  ° 

mi  Then  sing  it. 

„  i  11  try—perhaps  the  air  may  do  you  good. 
Beauty  I  shouldn’t  wonder  really  if  it  would f 

AIR — John  Quill. 

6  ■*  have  plucked  the  fairest  flower' 

Tie  thought  of  Beauty’s  flower. 

And  he  popp’d  into  a  bower. 

And  he  pluck  d  the  faiiest  rose 
That  he  found  beneath  his  nose; 

But  scarce  had  he  done’ so 
When  a  monster,  black  as  crow. 

Like  an  arrow  fiom  a  bow 
Flew  out  and  cried  “  Holloa* 

HtylujLiy  “ 

1  have  spoiled  rny  flower-show, 

^nd  to  pot  you  both  snail  go  * 
n  a  squab  pie,  ( )h  !” 
hen  we  fell  upon  our  knees, 
tnd  we  said,  “Sir,  if  you  please, 

Ve  did  not  mean  to  offend, 

Twas  to  please  a  lady  friend 
Jn  which  he  answered  “  Oh  !* 

.f  indeed  the  truth  be  so, 

^ou  11  be  good  enough  io  go 
Wd  jusy  let  that  lady  know 
she  must  pay  for  Pump  and  Co., 

^ay  foi  Pump  and  Co.’’ 

Twas  a  horrid  blow, 

^nd  it  made  us  ve^y  low, 

Vnd  we  ve  come  f  let  you  know 
fatika  sad  heighn  I 

Beauty.  The  horrid  brute ! 

Brest  What  was  he  like?*™  ^  be  ’°  S1,,y  ? 

Sirjrid)  T net  tThe  Brown  CeAL  Piccadilly. 

jttl;  \  It  r  my  S,0ry  short-or  you,  or  I-  *  J 
Bern*/.  *  Must  for  the.brute  be  made  into  squab  pie. 
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Beuuty.  Oh  horror  ! — make  a  squab  pie  of  my  father! 

I’d  rather — oh,  I  don  t  know  what  I  d  rather. 
Marry .  I  hope.  Miss  Beauty,  you’re  satisfied.  7?^**  *  JL\ 
Dress.  Your  rose  has  proved  a  nice  thorn  in  your  side. 

Marry.  Our  father’s  death  will  lie,  miss,  at  your  door.  ^  ^ 

Beauty.  Never!  I’ll  die  a  hundred  deaths  before. 

Sir  Aid.  My  noble  child  ! 

John  Q.  The  very  Queen  of  Trumps! 

Sir  Aid.  Oh  fate  !  come  to  the  succour  of  the  Pumps ! 

Let  not  the  flower  of  our  ancient  race 
Be  made  into  a  pie  before  my  face. 

John  Q.  "  Time  flies  !” — you  told  the  omnibus  to  call 
As  it  went  back. 

Dress.  This  time  do  get  my  shawl— 

JYIarry.  And  if  you  can  but  bring  me  fifty  pounds. 

Or  only  five-and-twenty,  sir — 

Sir  Aid.  Odz  zounds! 

Is  this  a  time  about  such  trash  to  tease — 

When  your  poor  sister— 

Enter  Cad. 

Cad .  Now  sir,  if  you  please. 

Beauty.  Fareweli,  dear  sister,  I  forgive  you  both— 

Go  Father. 

Sir  Aid.  And  fare  worse — oh,  cruel  oath. 

John.  Q.  Don’t  cast  up  hope,  dear  master, fate  may  save  her 
And  strike  a  balance  yet,  sir,  in  our  favour. 


QUINTETTE. 

gate,  John  Quill,  Markygolda1Db»ssa:linda, 
and  Beauty. 


“  Mild  as  the  Moonbeams .” 


eath,  per  omnibus,  poor  Beauty  g  >es, 
all  because  her  Pa  just  plucked  a  rose.  ’ 
as  the  moon,  when  a  cream-cViees< 
sweet  as  sugar-plums,  Birch’s  be 


Av 


rose, 
she  resembles. 


>  si 
;st.' 


t 


SCENE  FIFTH. 

in  the  Palace  of  the  Beast.  ^ 

Enter  Beast.  *  i 

Gallop  a  pace  ye  fiery  footed  steeds,  ^ 


Oh,  if  this  little  scheme  of  mine  succeeds. 
The  smile  of  Beauty  will  the  spell  destroy, 
And  I  shall  jump  out  of  my  tskm  with  joy  ! 


A 
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AIR. — Beast. 

!  My  love  is  like  a  red ,  red  rose. 

I  sent  my  love  a  red,  red  rose. 

And  hoped  she  would  come  soon; 

She  can’t  be  long  now,  I  suppose. 

For,  by  my  watch,  ’tis  noon. 

Oh,  haste  and  try,  my  bonny  lass. 

In  love  with  me  to  fall. 

And  you  may  find  ’twill  come  to  pass, 

I’m  not  a  beast  at  all.  My  dear,  &c. 

ibt,  my  4* 


dear. 


>es  are  high ;] 

;1  has  loved 

an  I. 

sweet  Misl^Pump, 
own  fai\jsle, 

I’ll  jump, 

JUjL  fefjr,  Sul. 


She  comes  ! — be  still  my  heart — yes,  she  is  there 
And  something  like  a  Beauty,  I  declare. 

Let  me  retire,  nor  shock,  at  first,  her  sight ;  „  _ 

But  minister,  unseen,  to  her  delight.  [ Retires . 

Enter  Sir  Aldgate,  Beauty  and  John  Quill.  ^ 

Sir  Aid.  Well,  here  we  are. 

Beauty.  _  It  is  a  lovely  place 

To  live  in. 

John  Q.  *  Yes,  but  that’s  another  case — 

You’ve  come  to  die. 

Beauty.  That  makes  it  rather  duller, 

kir  Aid.  A  horse,  my  dear,  of  quite  another  colour. 

JoAw  Q.  There’s  dinner  ready,  take  a  mouthful,  u  ill  you 
~tr  Ald-  They’d  fatten  you  it  seems,  before  they  kill  you. 
Beauty,  lhe  thought  quite  takes  my  appetite  away, 
dAni  Q.  Master,  you’ll  pick  a  morsel?  do,  sir,  pray. 

Sir  Aid.  I  couldn’t  touch  a  bit,  ’twould  make  me  ill ; 

There  isn’t  any  turtles,  there  Quill  ? 

Ao/m  Q.  Plenty,  both  calipash  and  calipee. 

S/r  Aid.  Indeed  !  Well,  if  I  mus?,  I  must. 

y'v  .  Ah.  me! 

1  m  getting  nervous|w/5ew;7V/»';2)Ugh, what’s  that? 

.r  .  The  Beasts 

lhe  the— that  is — the  founder  of  the  feast. 


John  Q. 


?Qa?+ 


r~0~r~'*r 


i 


' 
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Enter  Beast.  3*  £ 

Beast.  Madam,  you’re  welcome  ;  won’t  you  take  a  seat  ? 
Beauty.  I  come,  sir,  to  be  eaten,  not  to  eat. 

Beas And  came  you,  madam,  of  your  own  accord  ? 
Answer  me  truly. 

Beauty.  Yes,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Beast.  Don’t  call  me  lord,  I  beg,  I  tlnd  your  father 
My  title  is  “  The  Beast.” 

Beauty.  Well,  if  you’d  rather — 

Beast.  But  now  to  business — I’m  overjoyed  to  know 
J*  You  came  here  willingly.  Pump,  you  may  gol 

’CONCERTED  PIECE — Beast  and  Sir  Aldgate. 

“  Begone ,  dull  care.'” 

Begone,  old  Pomp, 

I  priihee  begone  from  me; 

Begone,  old  Pump, 

Thy  face  let  me  no  more  see ; 

Thy  daughter  who  is  tarrying  here, 

Instead  of  thee  I’ll  kill : 

So  begone,  old  Pump, 

And  take  with  thee  young  John  Quill. 
When  Lord  Mayor, 

Had  any  one  dared  to  say 
Half  that,  there 

Wou’d  have  been  the  deuce  to  pay  ; 

But,  alas,  they  snap  their  fingers  now. 

At  Sir  Aldgate  Pump  and  say. 

Ex- Lord  viayor, 

Like  a  dog,  you  have  had  your  day.1^- 

Beast.  Now,  madam,  we’re  alone,  dismiss  your  fear, 

I  trust  to  make  you  very  happy  here : 

Although  I  feel  that  I  could  eat  you  up, 

I’d  rather  with  you  breakfast,  dine  and  sup. 

If  you'll  permit  me,  but  I  won’t  intrude, 

You’ll  find,  I  hope;  my  outside  only  rude; 

I  beg  you’ll  make  yourself  at  home  completely — 
Beauty.  I  never  thought  a  beast  could  speak  so  sweetly  ! 
Beast.  You  find  me  very  hideous,  I  m  afraid. 

Beauty.  Why — I — 

Beast.  Oh,  speak  out,  call  a  spade  a  spade; 

I  like  to  hear  the  truth  whate’er  it  be. 

Beauty .  Indeed  !  Oh,  there,  then  we  shall  both  agree  ! 
Beast.  Did  you  ever  see  aught  like  me  ( 

Beauty.  N  es,  the  What-d’ye-call 

They  once  had  at  the  Surrey  Zoological, 
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Beast. 


Beauty. 


Beast.  The  What-d’ye-call !  and  was  that  like  me  ? 
Beauty.  Very. 

The  great  Baboon— they  call  him  «  Ilappy  Jerry!’’ 
Beast.  Were  I  your“  Jerry,”  I  should  “  happy”  be. 

Oh  I  could  I  fanjy  yon  could  fancy  me. 

Beauty.  My  Jerry  !  nay,  in  that  light,  truth  to  speak, 

There’s  more  of  “  Bruin”  in  your  looks  than 
“  Sneak.” 

This  candours  quite  enchanting!  Matchless  fair, 
“Your  eyes  are  loadstars,  and  your  tongue’s 
sweet  air, 

More  tuneable  than  lark  to  shepherd’s  ear 
Allow  me  take  wine  with  you — 

Oh,  dear! 

AI  It — Beast- 

Drink  to  me  only  with  your  eyes. 

If  you  object  to  wine  ; 

But  if  you’ll  taste  i his  claret  cup, 

I  think  you’ll  own  ’tis  tine. 

But  drink  to  me  only  with  your  eyes. 

If  you  object  to  wine. 

Tis  late,  and  you  need  rest,  I  will  retire; 

Pray  call  lor  anything  you  may  desire  ! 

Behold  your  room, 

[Over  the  door  of  a  room  appear ,  in  letters  of 
gold,  the  words,  “  Beauty's  Apartment .” 

You’ll  find  a  wardrobe  there, 
With  every  sort  of  dress  you’d  like  to  wear. 

Costu  nesfromevery  land, North, South, West,  E*st 
Beauty.  Delightful  !  '  c 


Beast. 


Beast. 
Beauty. 


Good  night.  Beauty! 

Good  niaht," Beast 

\\t  u  t  j  i  t  [Exit  Beast.  . 

Well,  I  declare!  a  very  civil  brute  I  ' - - -  **  ' 

If  in  mners  make  the  man,  beyond  dispute 

He  must  be  one;  though  he  don’t  look  the  part 

II-  seems  a  perfect  gentleman  at  heart, 

^\ncl  ,°.n-e  cruel'y»  nog>rl  would  ere  cut, 

It  lie  d  just  shave  his  beard, and  have  his  hair  cut  ■ 
Gome,  <iowny  sleep,  a  balm  from  thee  I'll  borrow!  .Jv 

An  )  look  at  all  these  fine  affairs  to-morrow. 

,  1* tCC  wU,TT  0,1  the  co,lch  and. Ms  tf* 

/l  l  «  eeP- s  Hull  is  immediately  filled  roitfi* 

mT/i.™  '  le  J'*  “j1  ZePh!/rs> the  Queen  or 
the  Koses  m  the  midst. 
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Beauty,  you’ve  been  a  good  girl,  and  1 11  see 
That  you’re  rewarded  as  you  ought  to  he  ; 
Dance  round  her  couch,  ye  flowersan  1  spirits  br 
And  give  her  pleasant  dreams  and  slumbers  ligl 

DANCE.  A. 


SCENE  FIRST. 

in  tlie  Piilace  of  the. 


Enter  Beauty,  richly  attired , 


\ 


AIR — Beauty. 

"  Jim  alon g  Josey ’  ’ 

Oh,  Rose,  as  in  yon  garden  you  nappen^d  to  grow, 
P’rhaps,  my  pretty  Rosy  its  master  you  know  . 
He  looks  like  a  brute,  but  he  acts  like  a  king, 
And— bless  me,  I  scarcely  know  wiiat  ’tis  1  sing. 
Oh,  get  alonyr,  get  along,  Rosey, 

Oh,  get  along,  get  along,  do. 

Poor  old  Papa  he  kindly  let  go. 

And  he  hasn’t  eat  me — as  far  as  I  know; 

And  if  he  should  really  tflfer,  instead. 

To  marry  me— -Pshaw,  what  put  that  in  nay  hea  l 
Go,  get  along,  get  along,  Rosey, 

Go,  get  along,  get  along,  do. 

Enter  Beast.  ± 


Beait. 

Beau'y . 
Beast. 


Beauty. 


Beast. 
Beauty . 
Beat. 
Beauty, 


Good  morning,  fairest  Beauty,  how  d  ye  do  . 

I’m  pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  how  are  you  ? 

Dying  for  love;  I  couldn’t  sleep  all  night 

For  thinking  of  you. 

Oh  !  you’re  too  polite. 

I’ve  had  a  nice  nap,  and  such  pleasant  dreams; 
I’ve  got  a  fairy  friend  at  court,  it  seems ; 

With  loves  and  graces,  all  in  flowers  and  wings. 
She  came  last  nignt,  and  said  such  pretty  things. 

You  feel  quite  happy,  then  ? 

Oh,  no,  not  quite ! 

Say,  what  can  make  you  so  ?  , 

J>  Dear  Bea  sta  sigpv 
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Beast. 


Of  my  poor  father,  I’m  afraid  he’s  ill  ; 

Will  you  oblige  me  ? 

Certainly  I  will  ; 

Look  in  that  glass,  my  charming  fair — ei  Veluti 
Vk  y$£,J(Ln  ^^ecu^urri  •  ■ — Behold  him  there,  my  Beauty. 

I  he  g'ass  expands,  and  shows  the  inside  of 
*  the  cottage,  with  Sir  a  l  no  at  e  Pump,  John  Quill, 

iJressali nda,  vnd  Maurygolda,  in  a  tableau 
vivant. 

Beauty.  Oh,  dear?  he’s  looking  very  sad  and  poorly  ; 
Could  you  just  let  me  hear  his  voice,  sir? 

BeasU  .  Surely. 

[  TVaves  Ms  hand.  Music. 


Beast. 

Beauty. 


Beast . 
Beauty. 


Sir  Aldgate  Pump  without 

Oh  !  where,  and  Oh  !  where,  is  my  darling  beauty  wone  ? 
Slie  s  gone  to  fight  the  French,  for  King  George  upon  his 
throne !  .  r 

And  its  Uh  !  in  my  heart,  I  wish  she  was  safe  at  home. 

o  j  .  it  •  ,  [Tableaux  closes. 

Beauty.  XI is  mind  seems  wandering! 

1x7  ,,  .  .  VY  hat  he  calls  his  mind. 

VV  ell,  if  not  very  wise,  he’s  very  kind 

And  loves  me  dearly  ;  let  me  go  I  prav. 

Aud  comfort  him —  3 

How ! 

T  n  0  Just  to  spend  the  day  • 

I  will  return  ere  Sol  sinks  in  the  deep.  ^ 

I  dare  say  catch  a  weasel  fast  asleep _ 

pliant.  ^  W0'd!_1  ‘h0U8ht  y°u  more 

Ask  for  ought  else — but  that  I  cannot  grant » 

Ihen  you  don  t  love  me  as  you  say  you  do' 

Not  love  you  !— Oh  my  wig  and  whiskers,  who 
Lre  loved  so  well  as  1 —  5 

v  i  „  There  s  no  believing 

„  ,  r  .Yo,u  kr?'es  of  men  you’re  always  so  deceiving 

Beast.  [Aside]  I  am  a  beast  inueed,  to  make  her  cry  • 

Who  pipes  so  sweet,  should  never  pine  her’eve 
Beauty.  Nly  pa  will  die,  and  you  will  be  the  cause  ^  ' 
My  fate  is  in  your  hands.  * 

Bmutu  AH  l~^lle  l°°ks  at  her  and  remains  silent. 

Beast  You  won.,  come  back  again^!?’^  won't 
Beaity,  1  wish  I  may  be  shot  then  if  i  don’t.  ^ 


Beast. 

Beaut]/. 


Beast. 

Beauty. 

Beast 


Beauty. 


ft'*  w/t  {haZ*****  j 

4m. . 


i 
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Beast.  You’ll  be  the  death  of  me  mind,  if  you  stay 
One  moment  after  sunset — 

Beauty  Trust  me,  pray  ! 

Beast.  Upon  your  mercy  then,  myself  I  fling, 

And  so — to  prove  my  love — behold  this  ring! 
Don’t  start — it’s  not  a  wedding  one — 

Beauty.  X  vow 

You  made  me  feel — I — really — don’t  know  how  , 
Beast.  The  moment  that  this  ring  your  finger’s  fixt  on, 
Hey,  presto,  pass,  you’ll  find  yourself  at  Brixton  ! 
And  vice  versa — Dull  it  off — you’ll  be 
As  quick  as  thought — at  home,  love  to  a  tea. 
Beauty.  O  give  it  me — 1  long  its  power  to  try. 

Beast.  One  chaste  embrace  before  you  say  good  bye  l 

S  0  W  UET—  TancrMix  £ 


ancn 

mu  ?  Oh,  dear,  no 
arh’t  you  content  to  pare,  h 
to  \he  core  i 


heartj 


Beauty. 


Ah,  sa 
pray, 

Remember,^!  do  this  to  pleas^/you,  all  else  i 
naught  to  me,  now. 

Well,  to  appea\p  you,  though/tis  strange,  I’ll  not; 

sav  no.  v  '  [He  embraces  her, 

Oh  !  say  you’ll  nVrry  me^/l 
Can’t  bear  it  any'moro'; 

Say  “  yes,”  and  all  men'shall  see  I 
Can,  for  you,  the  world  throw  o’er. 

I’ll  tell  you,  some  other  day, 

When  I  comeback,  not  before; 

Don’t  press  me  now,  dear  sir,  I  pray, 

I  tremble,  oh  !  dear  rne,\ll  o  er* 

No,  no,  not  afcw,  I  tremble,  ob,  dear  me,  all  o’er. 
Let  me  go  now,  sir — 10  Brixtcflp,  to  Brixton, 

To  Brixton,  to  Brixton> 

„  .  The  ring  but  once  i  You  fifyd  yourself  there 
/  fixed  on,  (I  find  myself  there. 

Beast .  Gfo  then  away  now  to  see  thy  fa\her. 

Both.  Spite  o'  the  distance  j  so\n  tr‘P  i*  °’er  ;j 

;will  pad  her  i  Brixt  Wed  her  j 

Head  me s  £\peed  me  S 

And  in  a  jiffy  |  SjGj^  |  be  at  the  door 

\Exit  Beast. 

The  Scene  changes  suddenly  to  the 


The  ring1 
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Cottage,  as  before. 

Beauty.  This  beats  the  rail-road  out  and  out,  I  vow, 

This  is  a  way  to  ring  the  changes  now, 

Here  come  my  sisters — how  surprised  they’ll  be. 
Enter  Dressalinda,  Marrygolda  John  Quill. 
All.  [Sceram.]  Oh 
Dress,  Mercy  on  us  ! 

rT  .  What  is  this  we  see? 

eau  y.  Dear  sisters — don’t  you  know  me  ? 

*u‘  Oh !  a  ghost ! 

tcLuty.  '  No— no!  No  spirit  from  the 

Mycian  coast — 

I  am  your  real  flesh  and  blood  relation — 

So  pray  subdue  this  needles  consternation  * 

MZ%}  Beauty  alive  1 

John  Q.  Fate  up  again  pag  cagt 

And  made  all  right — Here  master  !  master  ! 

;  master  !  [Runs  out. 

Marry.  I’m  all  amazement,  how  did  this  befal. 

Hasn't  the  Beast  then  eat  you  after  all  ? 

Dress.  lias  he  consented  back  his  prey  to  render? 

r>  i  ^0U  tt)0  tou*i^  •/'~or  has  he  been  too  tender* 

Beauty.  Where  is  my  father?— let  me  calm  his  fears, 

And  then  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it,  dears. 

Marry.  lie  was  half  crazy— now  he’ll  be  quite  wild. 

Enter  Sir  Aldgate  awe?  John  Quin,.  £ 

Sir  Ald.  Where  is  my  poppet  .'-where’s  my  precious  child? 
{ohr‘Q:  J  'ere  she  is  “  all  alive,  oh,”  l.ke  th*  eels  ! 
btr  Aid.  Oh,  who  can  tell  what  a  fond  father  feels 
VV  hen — •  f 

Dress.  La,  papa,  pray  don’t  be  so  pathetic, 

ju  *°«;psuch  stuff  is  worse  than  an  emetic. 

Eir  Aid.  V\  ell— any  thing,  child,  for  a  quiet  life— 

1  ‘arr!/-  ^(,n'e  tell  us  al1 — ^re  you  the' monster’s  wife*? 

he  dead,  and  left  you  his  sole  heiress  ? 
Dress.  You  re  drest  as  fine  as  any  Lady  Mayoress 
Beauty  I  am  not  married— and  he  isn’t  dead. 

lZ  ,  ,7u  ,°™  lhe  monster  have  you  nought  to  dread  f 

tauly.  If  he  kills  me— ’twill  be  with  kino ness  merely— 

He  s  alt  attention— vows  he  loves  me  dearly— 
Would  marry  me  to-mortow— if  I  chqse— 

And  gives  me  everything  you  can  suppose— 


I V** 
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Marry. 
Beauty. 
Sir  Aid 


He’s  rich  ? 

As  Croesu 

Croesus  ?  Oh  !  I  know, 
lie  was  Lord  Mayor  of  Greece,  some  time  ago. 
Dress.  And  wears  fine  robes  ? 

Beauty.  A*  Bear-skin — 

/>rm.  ^  How  improper! 

John  Q-  A  B,  E,  A,  R — Bear-skin — a  rough  wrapper— 
A  sort  of  pilot-coat.  y 

Just  so — but  here 

I’ve  brought  you  what  you  wished  for,  sisters  dear ; 
There  is  your  shawl — and  there  your  hundred 
guineas  ? 

Oh,  thank  you  ! 


Beauty. 


Both. 


Dress.  [ Aside  to  Marry.]  Sister,  we’ve  been  two  great 


ninnies 


[(  yfl"  prJ  h-rl  unitor  nit  tn  «W>y' - 

Weshould  have^iad  all  this  gf  od  luck,  yo 


Marry  .![, Aside  ]  To  mar/ier  triumph, /et  us  yet  en 
I  hate  the  odi/us  creature  worse  than  eu^ 
The  fellow  li/es  in  fine  style,  I  must  sa 


Sir  All 


Turtle  for  di; 


Iner,  no  doujfit,  every 


Gad,  if  1  th/ught  he’d  bold  his  horrid 
I  shouldn’t/nind  being/Papa-in-law 
h  That’s  if  y/u’d  have  him  child — not  e/se  I  vow. 
Beauty. K  Butasyo/rship’scotxrehome, you’re  wealthy  now 
Sir  Alc\  Oh,  no— fTwas  all  afhoax  about  the*5''11" 

No  matter! — you’r l  alive  ! — so  let’s 
You  ar /  my  treasure — as  my  Lady 
ice — 

You 


Said 


Beauty ., 


ean  the  mother  of 


Sir  AldXQ raclfeye  or  Grackeye— it’s  all  one. 


oily— 
e  jolly  ! 
ackeye 

/ 

ft  fckP 

Let’s  see 


lat  diifhet— 

Beauty.  t  I  go  back  to  tea, 

Remember  that ! 

Sir  Aid.  Go  back  ! 

John  Q.  Not  come  to  stay  ! 


Beauty  Oh,  no,  I  only  came  to  spend  the  day, 

I  must  return  ere  sunset,  or  the  Beast 
Will  ne’er  forgive  me. 

Dress  [ Aside  to  Marry.]  There’s  one  chance  at  least. 
We’ll  try  and  make  her  overstay  the  hour, 

And  then  the  Beast  will  surely  her  devour! 

^  *  \ 

^7 
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Ladies. 

Gent 


Sir  Aid.  Come  all,  then — let’s  be  merry  while  we  can. 
John  Q.  If  you’re  for  fun,  you  know,  sir,  I’m  your  man. 

GLEE. — Sib  Aldgate,  John  Quill,  Beautt,  Dressa- 
linda,  and  Marrygoloa. 

“  Come  stain  your  cheeks.’' 

Come,  o’er  a  glass  of  good  brown  Sherry 
Let’s  while  can,  be  very  merry,.  ^ 

Pray  don’t  get  tipsy.  L 

.  Only  merry. 

[A^xLSir,Aldgate,  JpuN  Quill,  r7??^’^F^TTTr. 
Press  her  to  take  some  negus— -thetfVy®ujbr'^w t‘ 

And  pop  a  little  poppy  juice  into  it.  ^ 

1  take  your  hint — I’ll  dose  her,  nev^r.  doubt  it. 

What  futx.  She  11  make  a  precious  fuss  about  it. 

AIR. — DR|Efs  a  l^nJa. 
the  Banjishif  Allan  \VateiC' 

(las  wine. and  wa 
-wMtde:^uUe^piponftcal 
Soonlour  father’s  fine  pet  laughter. 

Fait  asleep  shall  fall ;  | 

And  lie  Beast,  who  had  brought  her, 
Tcfflfeturn  in  time  for  teal 
WheA  re-appearing,  thus  h^p  caught  her, 
Brelkfast  will  on  she. 

Re-enter  Marrygolda. 

Marry.  I’ve  done  the  deed,  and  hither  comes  the  trinsev. 
Dress.  Where’s  Father  ? 

Marry.  He  and  John  have  got  quite  tipsy. 

Dress.  The  sun  is  setting  now — as  red  as  brick — 

Marry .  Don’t  let  her  see  it ! — I’ll  draw  tne  curtains  quick ! 

Re-enter  Beauty. 

Beauty.  Sister — I  feel  so  sleepy,  you  can’t  think — 

Marry .  [aside]  It  works  ! — it  works!  [Exit  Marrycolda. 
Dress,  aside]  u  The  d i ink,  Hamlet— the  drink  !’’ 

Beauty.  How  goes  the  time 

Dress.  *  Oh,  i  t’s  quite  early  yet, 

We’ll  teH  you  when  the  Sun’s  about  to  set 
So  if  you’d  like  to  take  a  nap — 

MetbWHs 

I  d  give  the  world  for  only  forty  winks. 

Then  why  not  take  them  in„thai  easy  chair? 
Beauty  If  I  was  sure  you’d  wake  me — 

Dres‘-  We’ll  take  car.: 


Beauty. 

Dress. 


* 


0 
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Beauty. 
Dress . 
Beauty. 


No — no — I’ll  drive  this  drowsiness  away  — 

At  any  rate,  sit  down,  dear,  while  you  stay — 

I’m  sure  ’tis  time — I  must  be  going — going — 

f  Falls  asleep. 

You’re  gone  my  dear— and  seethe  we"sn?gTuvvmg 
With  the  last  rays  of  sunset — sleep — sleep  sound 
I’d  not  disturb  you — for  a  hundred  pound  ! 

{Exit  DrESSA  LINDA.  A 

TSjS  Sgzjie.  ansLt&e  B  easx. 


Dress. 


AT  Hi.,  a  S71. 

,  '"MM 

“  All  is  lost  now." — Sornnambuta. 


All  is  lost  now — Oh,  for  me,  the  sun  is  set  for  ever- 


\ 


This  poor  heart  in  future  never 
One  hope  of  bliss  can  see. 

Go,?  ungrateful.  s 

Counted  on  your  word  I  had,  miss, 

Your  behaviour’s  very  bad,  miss, 

It‘  has^made  me  nearly  mad,  miss, 

Quite  unhappy — as  you  may  see. 

With  all  confidence  appealing, 

To  any  man  of  feeling, 

I’d  ask,  is  this  fair  dealing? 

No!  you’ve  used  me,  madam,  really,  very  ill 
Though  my  looks  might  fail  to  charm  you, 

Though  they  rather  might  alarm  you, 

Yet  I  promis’d  not  to  harm  you ; 

Yes,  false  one,  yes,  and  I’ll  keep  my  promise  still. 

[  ThtrtikavL Mast  s . 
[Beauty  seems  exceedingly  disturbed  in  her  sleep. 

4- John 


Enter  John  Quill  and  Sir  Aldgate,  both  tipsy 

carry  ing  a  candle. 


Sir  Aid.  John — take  care  ho*  you  go— you’ll  drop  that 
candle, 

John  Q.  Never  you  mind,  old  Pump— here— where’s^our 
Handle  ?  ^ 

IT 


Where  is 

Ji  fm  Q.  {Iloltkw 


»+  r 
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John  Q 


Wlat  J^sulftracj^oun^ain^4~ 
TsLe  me — from  you-J^and  p r i t  rhe€wfcir  r e 

thu'v  uW'  pumiry- . .  ■■■■  — 


he  me — from 

ITTuld  1'uiirp 

Sir  Aid.  Well — well — you’ll  change  this  tone  ! 

John  Q .  u  Well” — Pump  be  quiet,  and  let  well  alone — 

If  you  don't  know  when  you’ve  got  a  good  man, 

I  know  when  I’ve  got  a  good  master! 

\  Music,  con  sordini — Beauty  rises  in  her  sleep ,  and 
stands  up  m  ine  chair.  ~  _  **“ ' 

Sir  Aid.  [ Starting .]  Can — 

I  trust  my  sight — back,  John,  at  distance  keep, 
Here’s  Beauiy— bolt  upright — and  in  her  sleep  ! 
John  Q.  Perhaps  she’s  dead — and  that’s  her  ghost’s  that’s 
walking  ! — 

Sir  Aid.  Horiible  thought! — No!  Hush! — *1  hear  her 
talking. 

[Beauty  descends  from  the  chair  inimitaticn  of  Amina , 
in  the  Somnambula — The  Two  Sisters  enter ,  and  are 
stopped  by  a  sign  from  Sin  AlDGATE.  SL* 

CONCERTED  PIECE. — Somnambula. 


Dres. 
Mar. 
Sir  A. 
John  Q. 


Bless  us,  and  save  us, where  is  she  going  now. 


[Beauty  steps  from  the  chair  upon  the  table 
Over  the  table.  [She  kicks  a  book  Oh,  enky  ! 
She’ll  tumble,  by  jingo  ! 

[Beauty  steps  off  to  another  chair,  and  then  to  a  stool , 
and  then  to  the  ground 
No,  no,  she’s  all  right. 

[Beauty  approaches  the  front  of  the  Stage , 

Beauty.  Don’t  cry,  Beast,  I’ll  come  back, 

Sir  Aid.  D’ye  hear  that,  John  ? 

Beauty.  ’Tis  tea  time,  Molly,  put  the  kettle  on. 

SirAld$c.  Hear  her,  how  she’s  dreaming,  speaking  of  tea. 
Beauty.  Yes,  I  have  lost  him,  and  yet  I  am  not  guilty. 
All.  Oh,  listen. 

Beauty.  The  ring  he  gave  me,  alas!  he’ll  now  tak  •  from 


me, 

lie’ll  never  let  me  come  out  to  tea  more. 
All.  She  wakes  ! 

Beauty.  Where  am  i  !  arn’t  it  very  late  ! 


t 


/ 

F 


i 


. 


< 
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It’s  dark  as  pitch  !  Ob,  dear,  what’s  to  be  done. 
There’s  nothing  left  me,  but  to  cut  and  tun. 

Sir  Aid.  Dear  daughter  ? — 

Beauty.  Don’t  detain  me,  sir— good  bye 

To  all— Off  goes  my  ring — and  off  go  I! 

[She  pulls  her  ring  Jrum  her  finger-  Sir  Aldga^e,  C, 
John  Qu  ll.  Dressalinda,  and  Makrygqlda,^ 
*  /  sink  through  the  stage,  as  the  scene  changes,  and  leuies^  ^  ^ 

Beauty  i/i  //re  < eintre  o/  a  '  •% ,  * 

Grotto  in  the  Gar«lens  of  the  Beast  s 
Palace  —Moonlight. 


Beauty.  Bless  me,  I  don’t  know  where  on  earth  I’ve  got  to 

Oh,  yonder  is  tie  Palace,  the  grotto.  'T’kZc 

But  where’s  it’s  master — Good  as  he  is  grim  ? 

Oh,  I’ve  forgotten  to  remember  him,  f 
He’ll  say— Where  are  you,  Beast?  come  out  to 
play. 

The  moon  is  shining  here  as  bright  as  day  ; 

Come  with  a  hoop,  if  you  won’t  with  a  call  h— 

7  he  Leader  plays  anntenr  two  nn  Lis  JLlolin . 

“  That  strain  again,  it  ti&d'a  crying  tall, 

A  niL-m^ketl  -  -his  -vuiv  sweet  m.  a 


'  pleader’s. 


a 


[Leader  tans  on  his  d< 

Was  that  his  tap  ? — INfo,  it  was  but  the  Leader 
Mr.  HugfciS'i— can  you  my  dojbts  dispel, 
tell  me  he  is  safe — and  thartall’s  well. 


T 


T 


JET — Beauty  and  the  leader. 
“  Ail's  Wear  I 


[serted  by  his  Beauty  bright, 

Who  promised  to  he  back  by  bight, 
le  Beast  who  saw  his  hope  a  wreck,' 
fas  broke  his  .heart,  or  else  Ms  neck. 

Ajid  though  a  voice  salbtes  *j  j-  ear, 

’Tis  not  the  one  |  "j'e  |  used  {hughes’ d)  to  he 

Beauty.  Where  is  he  ?  Leader,  quickly  tell  ; 

Above — 

Leader .  |  Below ;  -JL  J- 

Beaut i/.  All  rig^lit.  ? — 

Both."  All’s  we 
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-  /It’s  very  W>d  of  yr^t^my  heart  to  cheei, 
jfBnt  til]  LhW  him,  al^-not  well  [  fearl 


Jueen. 


[Ascends  the  Stage,  mid  sees  the  Beast  lying 
motionless  on  a  piece  of  rock  in  the  Grctto. 

O  Gemini  ! — what’s  here  !  Who’s  this  I  see, 
Stretched  in  a  state  of  funeral  bier?  ’Tis  he! 
Alas!  though  I  broke  nine,  he’s  kept  his  word. 
His  must  have  been  the  dying  fall  I  heard  ! 

He  cav^  me  up — perhaps  drank  poisoned  tea  ! 
And  perished — ail  along  of  love  for  me  ! 

Oh,  now  indeed,  I  feel — as  ’ tis  my  duty, 

That  1  have  been  die  beast,  and  he  the  Beauty! 
Oh,  were  he  but  alive  again — to  pop 
The  question — I  would  have  him  in  a — 

The  Queen  of  tile  Roses  appears , 

Stop ! 

Is  it  a  bargain  ?  Would  you  really  w  ed 
The  Beast,  if  I  could  prove  he  wasn’t  dead?- 
Beauty.  The  Lady  that  I  saw  once  in  my  sleep  ! 

Queen.  Precisely  —  Beauty,  will  you  this  time  keep 

Your  word,  and  wed  the  poor  Beast  that  lies  by  me, 
II  I  revive  him  >  ,  ,  — 

"Will  1? — jusl  you  try  me.  ) 
Enough  !  Behold  him  in  his  native  land, 

A  (.rin  e — and  yet  your  servant^o  command! 

The  B  r  ast  (lisajpears^jxs  the_S\ene  changes,  and 
discolors  Prince?  Azor  upon  his  Throne ,  sur- 
.  a  rounded  by  a  briliayt  Court ,  Guards ,  BaJiners,  §c 
iaS/IlH  he  Prince  des<  ends,  and  kneels  to  Beauty. 

Beamy.  W  hafT  candliis  be~ the  Beast  ?" 

Queen-  >  Why  this  surprise  ? 

’Tis  love  hath  so  improved  him  in  your  eyes! 
AUhari.ihe.mi^MtHblG  ftlh]  thr  ftn-m  rinnw, 

taugfrt- 


Beuuty. 

Queen. 


D»faa>fti 


pwsnn  qn,iHly 

iLmui  iilUFtwi’P1  bit 

'  \ 

^iwiltHludu.  M-a'ennj  Uypnrinn  nrpwr'wOatjf . 

FINALE. 

CHORUS  — ClNDEItt  LLA. 

In  light  tripping  measure, 

Surrounded  by  pleasure. 

We  now  to  our  own  rosy  bowers  will  fly. 
Which  care  and  sorrfjtw-,  dare  not  come  nigh. 

TABLEAU.— -CURTAIN. 
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